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| THE LOVE OF THE PRINCE OF GLOTTENBERG

BY ANTHONY HOPE.

It was in the spring of the year that]
Ludwig, Prince of Glottenberg, came
courting the Princess Osra; for h th- |
ar had sought the most beautiful lddyl
of & royal house in Europe, and had
found none to equal Osra. Therefore
the prince cawse to Streisau with a
great retinue, and was ged e
White Palace, which stood on 1l
skirte of the city, where the |
gardens now are (for the palace itself|
was sacked and burnt by the people in |
the rising of 1848). Here Ludwig stayed |
many days, g#ing every day to li‘d}‘l
his respects to the king and queen, and |
to meka his court to the princess. King |
Rudolf had received him with the m-l
most friendship, and was, for reasons |
of state, then of great moment but now,
of vanished interest, as eager for the!
match as was the King of Glettenberg
himself; and he grew very impatient|
with his sister when she hesitated to|
accept Ludwig’s hand, alledging that |
she felt for him no more than a Kkins
estéem, and, what was as much to the
purpese, that he felt no more for her.
For although the prince possessed most
courteous and winning manners, and
was very accomplished, both in learning
and in exercises, yet he was a grave
and pensive young man, rather stately
than jovial, and seemed, in the prin-|
cess' eye (ac~ustomed as they were 1o
catech and check ardent glances), to
perform his wooing more as a duty of
his station than on the impulse of any
passion. Finding in herself, also, no
such sweet ashamed emotions as had
before now crossed her heart on ac-
count of lesser men, she grew grave
and trodbled; and she said to the king:

“‘Brother, is this love? For I had as
lief he were away as here and when he
is here he kisses my hand as though it
were a statue’s hand, and—and I feel
as though it were. They say you know
what love is. Is this love?”

“There are many forms of Ilove,
smiled the king. ‘“This is such love as
a prince and a princess may most prop-~
erly feel”

“I do not call it love at
Osra with a nout.

When Prince Ludwig came next day
in see her told with grave
ourtesy that his pleasure lay in do
will she broke out:

I had rather lay in watching my
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Prince Ludwig bhowed low, and
ing the king’s hand, pressed it
ing him for his help and approv
expressing himself as most grat
the boon of the princess’ favor

‘And will you not come with me and
find her?” cried the king, with a merry
OnK.

“I have urgent dDusiness now,™ ar
swered Ludwig. “Beg the princess to
forgive me. This afternoon I will crave
the honor of waliting on her with my
humble gratitude.”

King Rudolf loocked at him, a smile
curling on his lips; and he said in
of his gusts of Impatience:

“By heaven! i there another man in
the world who would talk about zara
itude, and business, and the a
when Osra of Strelsau sat waiting
him?”

“I mean no discourtesy,” protested
Ludwig, taking the king's arm and
glaneing at him with most friendly e}
‘“Indeed, dear friend, I am rejoiced an
honored. But this business of mine wil l
not wait.” |

So the king, frowning and grumbling |
and laughing, went back alone, and 'mH{
the princess that the happy wooer was |
most grateful, and would come, after
his business was transacted, that after-
noon. But Osra, having given her
hand, would now admit no fauilt in
man she had chosen, and thanked
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king for t message with great dtg-i
nity. Then the king came to her, and, |

sitting down by her, stroked her halr,
saying softly:
‘You have had many iovers
Osra, and now comes a husband.” !
“Yes, now a husband,” she mur-|
mured, catching swiftly at his hand; |
and her voice was half caught in a sud-
deen sob
I goes
the king, 1
ing to
reverie
“T am
‘Should
him?”
‘Y have told so,”
smiling again. “But
of being mastered then.” s drew
her to hi and gave hearty
brother's kiss, telling her to take heart.
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“You'!l] thaw the fellow 1 said the
king, “though I g he is ieyw
enough.” For the i iimself had

» by no means what he called an

ind sought

heart by}

¢ for the
prince’s coming, hoping to );v.‘l-\_
love. Wor she thought that if he loved |
sne might, aithough since he did not
she could not. Thus she came to re-

ceive him very magnificently arraved

There was a flush on her cheek. and

uncertain, expectant, fearful look in her

eyes; and thus she stood bhefore him

as he fell on his knees and kissed he:
4

| Know

hand. Then he rose, and declared his
thanks and promised his devotion; but
as he spoke the flush faded, and the
light died from her eyes, and when at
last he drew near to her, and offered to
kiss her cheek, her eyes were dead, and
her face pale and cold as she suffered
him to touch ii. He was content to
touch it but once, and seemed not to
how cold it was; and so, after
more talk of his father's pleasure and
his pride, he took his leave, promising
to come again the next day.

That evening there came a gentle-
man from the Prince of Glottenbersg,
carrying most humble excuses from his
master, who (so he said) was prevented
from waiting on the princess the next
day by a certain very urgent affair that
took him from Strelsau, and would keep
him absent from the city all day long;
and the gentleman delivered to Osra a
letter from.the prince, full of graceful

|

will go with me?” And she knew of
none, for she would not take Christian
with her, and she shrank from speak-
ing of the matter to any of the gentle-
men of the court. And yet she must
know. But at last she sprang up from
the chair into which she had sunk de-
spondingly, exclaiming:

“He is a gentleman and my friend.
He will go with me.”

And she sent hastily for the Bishop
of Modenstein, who was then in Strel-
sau, bidding him come dressed for rid-
ing, and with a sword and the best
horse in his stable. And the bishop
came equipped as she bade him, and
in very great wonder. But when she
told him what she wanted and what
Christian had made known to her, he
grew grave, saying that they must
wait and consult the king when he re-
turned.

“I will not wait an hour,” she cried.

and profound apologies, and pleading | “I cannot wait an hour.”

an engagement that his honor would

|

“Then I will ride, and bring you

not let him break; for nothing short of | word. You must not go,” he urged‘.

that, said he,
from her side.

should have kept him

There followed some | she.

“Nay, if I go alone, I will go,” said
“Yes, I will go, and myself fling

lover’s phrases, scantily worded, and | his falsehdod in his teeth.”

frigid in an assumed passion. But| Finding her thus resolved, the bishop
Osra smiled graciously and sent backfknew that he could not turn her; so,
a message, readily accepting all that|leaving her to prepare herself, he

the prince urged In excuse.

And she|sought Christian Hantz,

and charged

told what had passed to the king, with'him to bring three horses to the most

sionate sobs, that struck their ears
like the distant cry of some brute
creature in pain that it cannot under-
stand. Yet Osra’s face was stern and
cold, and her lips curled scornfully
when she saw the bishop's look of pity.

“Come, let us end it,” said she; and
with a firm step she began to mount
the stairs that lay between them and
the door.

Yet once again they paused outside
the door, for it seemed as though the
princess couid not choose but listen to

the passionate words of love that
pierced her ears like knives. Yet they

were all sad, speaking of renunciation,
not happiness., But at least she heard
her own name; then, with a sudden
start, she caught the bishop’s hands,
for she could not listen longer. And
she staggered and reeled as she whis-
rered to him: “The door, the door—
open the door!”

In the middle of the room stood the
Prince of Glottenberg, and, strained
in a close embrace, clinging to him,
supported by his arms, with head bur-
fed in his breast, was a girl of
slight and slender figure, graceful,
though not tail, and her body was still
shaken by continual struggling sobs.
The prince held her there as though
against the world, but raised his head
and looked at the intruders with a
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not know why you should spy
said Osra, “and I do not
And
she touched her horse with the spur,
and cantered fast forward, leaving the
little house behind. But Christian per-
sisted, partly in a foolish grudge against

do
on the prince,
care to know where the prince is.”

of the palace, that opened
Here Christian
1 the horses, and
ntly, the bishop wear-
oystering

trooper, while

ra was closely veiled.

I { rode a long way, go-

4 speed. Osra’s face was
set and for she felt now no shame
at herself yr going, nor any fear of

what she might find.
her pri 1
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She put out her hand and ecaught| 7T p sprang forward, a sudden
bi r the arm, whispering: “Are you | ang in his eyes; he raised his hand |
m 21 | as he would have pressed it across |

said he. i her scornful mouth and kepnt back her
11 him for me then! Kill him for | bitter words. But she did not flinch,
me ind, pointing at him with her finger,

i kill him,” said the bishop. | s cried to the bishop, in a ringing
i | it may prove untrue. v :

- not my friend if you will d, kill him!”

t 1 said Osra: and she [ the bishop of Mod-
t ned her face away and rode yel| er vay out of the scab-
more b .

At in sight of the lit-} I would to God, may lord,” said the
ood back from the | prince, in low and sad tones, ‘“‘that God
1 a light in one of | v suffer yvou to kill me and me to
th The bishop heard | u death at vour hands. But neither

asp from Osra’s lips, and she| for vou nor for is the blow lawful.
ed with her whip to the window. 3 » gpeak to the ess*’
his breath came quick and fast.-‘ bishop still gre d his sword,
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SECTION TWO
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face, and hardly surprise. Pres-| - ﬁ
ently he took one arm from about the Over 400 beautiful pictures to be sold at $1.50. This gives . i
lady. and. raising it, otiones em to ] - ~ - . k!
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startled cry eclutched him . - :
turned a terrified face over [ V‘\—-’«/l ‘35
der Then she moaned in!| @ ",}II T LKL £
and, reeling, fell against|§ I'TrT E
and would have sunk to LR &
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But the princess smiled, and,
ng herself to her fuil height
stcod watching while Ludwig bore t

lady to a couch and laid her there.|

Tren, when he came back and faccd

her, she asked coldly and slowly:
“Who is this woman, sir? Or is she

for Osra’s face and han
>

still command
ed him. 3ut at ant of his hes-
itation re  came om the couch
where the lJady lay a low moan of pain.

the i1

bitter face: and he clenched his 10.‘ft} e flung her arms out, and turned
hand and struck his brow with it. | oaning, agair on her back, and her

Thus, then, they came to the gate |} i lay limply over the side of the
of the avenue of trees that led to the| The bishop's

‘ifus‘r': Here, having dismounted and
tied their horses to the gatepost, they

stood an instant and Osra again veiled |

her face. Side by side, they came to

| the door of the house, and saw a gen- |

| tleman standing in front of the door, |

any man who could win what was
above his reach, partly in an honest |
al that she whom he worshiped
should be treated lightly by 1other;
and he forced her to r what he
d learnt from th gossip of ths
ince’s groom, telling it to her in hints

wnd half-spoken sentences, vet so plain-
ly that she could not miss the drift of
it. She rode the faster toward Strelsau,
first answering nothing:; but at last

turned upon him fiercely, saying
that he told a lie, and that knew
it was a lle, since she knew where the
prince was and what business had ta-
ken him away: and she commanged
Christian to be silent, and to speak
neither to her nor to any one else of
his false suspicions: and she bade him,
very harshly, to fall back and ride be-

at
.\iy“

she

| hind her again, which he did sullen, yet

| satisfied; for he knew that his arrow
had gone home. On she rode with her
cheeks aflame and her heart beating

until she came to Strelsau, and having

arrived at the palace, ran to her own
bedroom and flung herself on her bed
Here for an hour she lay; then. it be-

ing about 4 o'cioek, &

1

he sat up, pushin

- disordered hair back from he
ng brow. For an agony of ¢
i n came upon her, and
resentment against the ori
roldness seemed now to n¢ n
nation. Yet she could ha v
what she had been told of him: for. |
though she had not loved him. she had |
| accorded to him her .full trust .\"!t-|
| strove to master her anger and endure |
an | her suspense till the next day:; but the: ‘
were too strong for her. and she cried |
I will g0 myself. I cannot sleep til I
know But | cannot go alone. Whe i

|
|

| started vielently
| to his sword; but Osra flung her veil

still but watchful. And Osra knew
that he was the Prince's chamberlain.

When the chamberlain saw them he
and clapped a hand

on the ground and the bishop gripped
arm as with a vise. The chamber-
lain looked at Osra and at the bishop,
and half drew his sword.

“This matter is too great for you,
sir,” said the bishop. “It is a quarrel
of princes. Stand aside!”

A2nd before the chamberlain
make up his mind what to do Osra
had passed him, and the bishop had
followed her.

Finding themselves In a narrow pas-
sage, ie out, by the dim light
of a lamp, a flight of stairs that rose
from the furthest end of it. In siient
speed they mounted till they had
reached the top of the first stage, and
facing them, eight or ten steps further
up, was a door. By the door stood a
groom. This was the man who had
treacherously told Christian of his mas-

they mad

ter’s doings: but when he saw sudden- |
ly what had come of his disloyal chat- |

tering the fellow went white as a ghost
and came tottering in stealthy silence
down the stairs, his finger on his lips.
Neither of them spoke to him, nor he
them. They gave no thought to
him; his only
as soon as he might; so he passed them
and, going out, passed also the cham-
berlain, who stood dazed at the house
door, and so disappeared, intent on
saving the life he had justly forfeited.

“Hark! There are voices,” whispered
Osra to the bishop, raising her hand
above her head, as they two stood mo-
tionless.

The voices came from the door that

10

| faced them, the voice of a man and the

voice of a woman. Osra’s glance at her
companion told him that she knew as
well as he whose the man’s voice was.

The woman's voice spoke low, but
the words were not audible. Then
came the prince's: “Forever, in life

or death, apart or together, forever.”
3ut the woman's answer came no
core in words, but in deep, low, pas-

could |

thought was to escape !

|
1
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with a “God forgive me
sword slip back, and. sprir
ing across the room. fell on his knees
beside the couch. He brcke the
chain ron his neck and grasned
crucifix which he carricd

the

m

while with the other he raised the
lady’'s head, praying her to open

eyes before whose closed lids he held |
the sacred image: and he, who had

eves met Lud- |

gold :

one hand, |

her |

come S0 near io great sin, now prayed |

softly but fervently for her life and
God's pity on her
“Who is she?” asked the princess.
But Ludwig's eyes had wandered

back to the couch, and he answered
only:

“My God, it will kill her!”
“i care not,” said Osra.
came another low meoan.
said the princess again.
great suffering!” And

lowed the prince’s.

But then
“I ecare not,”
“Ah, she is in
her eyes fol-

There was silence, save for the lady's |

iow moan and the whispered prayers of
the bishop of Modenstein. But the lady
opened her eyes, and in an instant, an-
swering the summons, the prince was
by her side, kneeling, and holding her
hand very tenderly, and he met a glance
from the bishop across her prostrate
body. The prince bowed his head and
one sob burst from him.

“Leave me alone with her for a little,
sir,” said the bishop; and the prince,
obeying, rose and withdrew into the
bay of the window, while Osra stood
alone near the door by which she had
entered.

A few minutes passed, then Osra saw
the prince return to where the lady
was, and kneel again beside her, and
she saw that the bishop was preparing
to perform his most sacred and sub-
lime office. The lady’s eyes dwelt on
him now in peace and restfulness, and
held Prince Ludwig’s hand in her small
hand. But Osra would not kneel; she
stood upright, still and cold, as though
she neither saw nor heard anything of
what passed; she would not pity nor
forgive the woman, even if, as they
seemed to think, she lay dying. But
she spoke once, asking in a harsh voice:

“Is there no physician in the house
or near?”

“None, madam,” said the prince.

The bishop began the office, and Osra

Continued on Page Eleven.
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